TEXTS   A JN 1>

Je crois que le vautour est doux a Promethee,
Et que les Ixion se plaisent aux Enfers.

JEAN  OGIER DE  GOMBAULD.

There are tropes in Gombauld's sonnet which make
one think of Philinte's in Le Misanthrope.

Je doute cependant si je voudrais guerir

De Fextreme bonheur dont je meurs sans mourir

is reminiscent of

Belle Philis, on desespere
Alors qu'on espere toujours.

But, after all, why shouldn't Gombauld remind
one of Philinte ? When all is said, Philinte was not
such a very bad poet, nor Alceste such a very good
critic. Alceste's favourite poem, the old song, c Si le
Roi m'avait donne Paris sa grand'ville/ is doubtless
charming in its freshness and spontaneity ; but it is not
remarkable for subtlety. Whereas Philinte is at least
making an attempt (not a very successful one, it is
true) to distinguish and analyse.

Listening not long ago, to Le Misanthrope at the
Comedie Frangaise, I suddenly found myself feeling
something like horror of Moliere's good sense. It was
so appallingly, so drearily sensible ! I pined for a bit of
madness. Or at least for a recognition that madness
exists and has its rights. Could good sense ever have
discovered that

. . . le vautour est doux k Promethee,
Et que les Ixion se plaisent aux Enfers ?
88